12                             DAYS    WITH    BERNARD     SHAW
servants of the devil some time or other? Look at Shelley and Shaw.
The whole history of the human race is made up of passionate hatred
and persecution of its prophets. I was only reading the other day that
Shelley was called the darkest of fiends clothed with a human body to
enable him to gratify his enmity against the human race! I, of course,
personally regard him as one of our great religious teachers and would
read his poetry in church along with the poetry of the Bible
"What would you do if you turned up and found Shaw sitting in
the church? The only worshipper perhaps?" I asked.
"I would go on as usual with the beautiful service. In the eyes of the
Lord he is as all others. God does not know people by their reputation or
wealth."
"So what would you say He makes of the crowd at Westminster?"
He laughed for the first time. Then he answered:
"I know you don't mean the politicians. I think He has a special
regard for the Poets' Corner. I am Victorian enough1 to read a little
poetry every day, the more familiar the better. But to get back to
Bernard Shaw, I find him quite a gentleman, and deeply interested
in theology. Now I am not in the least interested in theology, you
know."
"When I was a child I was taken to hear Bernard Shaw preach at
the City Temple," I recalled.
"Oh, it must have been very impressive, that tall bearded figure."
"Yes, it was in the days of R. J. Campbell."
"I knew Campbell very well," the rector mused. "Though he was
congregational he was my ideal of a clergyman. In a way he inspired
me, he and Lansbury. I shall never forget a meeting I attended where
both W. B. Yeats and R. J. Campbell were on the platform. Yeats read
his poetry and Campbell presided. I thought I lived in the Greek days as
I saw them side by side. They were the handsomest men I had ever
known. You see, what was so pleasant about them was that they wore
no beards."
"I thought you said that a beard made a person impressive ?"
The rector nodded. "Impressive, yes. But it's a personal prejudice of
mine; I can never get myself to fully trust bearded people even though
I was brought up amongst bearded folk and the intellectuals of my time
cultivated  attractive  beards.  Browning,  Tennyson,   Carlyle,   Watts
William Morris."
"Surely you have no doubts about William Morris?" I asked, and